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To hold my head up level with my slaves, Nor dare to touch my child ? "             *
Said he, ** Let knaves Deal knavishly till freedom they can win ; And so let sinners purge themselves of sin." Then fiercely looking   on   her  where  she
croucht                            /
Fast by his knees, his whole mind he avoucht: " How many hast thou sent the way of death^ By thy hot fault ?    What ghosts like wandering breath
Shudder and wail unhouseled on the plain, Shreds of Achaian honour ?   What hearts in
pain Cry the night through ?    What souls this
very night
Fare forth ?   Art thou alone to sup delight, Alone to lap in pleasantness, who first And only, with thy lecher and his thirst, Wrought   all   the   harm ?     Only  for thy
smooth sake
Did Paris, reive, and Menelaius ache, And Hector die ashamed, and Peleas' son    * Stand to the arrow, and Aias Telamon       fc Find madness and self-murder for the cro^ni Of all his travail ?"    He eyed her wp and
down
Sternly, as measuring her worth in scorh* 1V-" Not thus may traffic any woman bora While men endure <x>ld nights and
days,